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| James. of course not; how should you, vou ig- 
| | S H) D | | Pp e noramus? He's always sighing for what he calls 
e | excitement—you see everything is old to him—he’s 


used up; nothing amuses him—he can’t feel. 


A Petite Comedy, in Gwe Acts. Iron. Can’t he? I wish I had him on my anvil 

| for five minutes. 
TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH James. But he values my health, respects my feel- 
BY CHARLES MATHEWS ings; indeed, Iam more his confidant than his valet. 


Saville. [within.) James, you scoundrel ! 
Iron. Scoundrel! does he mean you ? 
James. Ahem!—no, that’s Mr. Saville’s voice. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 


London Olympic, 1845. N.Y. Olympic, 1847. 
Sir Charles Coldstream.. ork C {tathews. Mr. W Walcot. Sir Charles, you see, 18 lunching within, with a 
Sir Adonis Leech . Tilbury. Conover. few friends, and amongst friends, you know— 
Heer Ors Saville. pe ene deny Leech. [ putting his head out, c.] James, you 
Wurze ae an . verard. 
John Tronbrace.......sees * Howe. “ Nickinson. rascal, if you don’t bring that claret, Pil pitch you 
_ one ee re ee Be ae h. : oe out of that window! [ Retires. 
AAMEB. . cor cncccccrceseres SCKCT. 
Lady Clutterbuck,....... Mrs. Huby. Mrs. H. Isherwood. Tron. Very free and easy | why don’t you re- 
Mary Wurzel,.........0.: Miss J. Bennett. Miss Roberts. turn the joke, and fling the tongs at him? 
a Right; Le La RD. Right Door: James. This completes the first dozen. [Opens 
i ‘ _ 2 
D. lett Door: 2B. Second Entrance, U. &. Upper Entrance; M.D. Middie | C. D. and discovers SIR CHARLES, LEECH and Sa- 
Door, RELATIVE PosITIONS.—R. means Rights PTE C. Centre; R.C. Right VILLE, at table. 
Centre; L. C. Left Centre, &. The reader is gupposed to be on the stave, ’ 
lacing the audience. Sir C. James, bring in the patcés de Joie gras, 
————S which arrived from France last week. 
ACT Ie. Leech. I rise to propose an amendment. 


All. Hear! hear! 
SCENE I.—A Saloon in SiR CHARLES Cotp-| Leech. That after the words, ‘bring in the paté 
' §TREAM’s House at Kingston-upon-Thames. de foie gras,” shall be added, ‘‘and another case of 

Window, L. 8. E., door leading to Lawn, Rk. 3d, champagne.” 

E., door L. 3d E., Solding doors, C., sofa, k.,: All. Ah, ab! hear, hear! 

ornamental table, &e. Sir C. With all my heart ao champagne! 

oors are closed. 
Enter JAMES, C., and IRONBRACE from L. Iron. Happy set of devils, those rich fellows 

James. Oh, Ironbrace, you are come! ‘are; they eat one half their money, drink the 

Iron. Yes, Master James ; what’s the job? other shalf, and give the rest to the poor. That’s 

James. You see that window? the trade I should like, only I haven’t got the 

Iron. It’s big enough. right tools to follow it. 

James. It looks out upon the river, and that’ si 
where the balcony’s to be. | Enter MARY, L. 

Iron. (looks out.] Ah, I see; the water flows up: Mary. No one here? Oh, Mr. Ironbrace, is that 
- to the very wall. you? 

James. This is the deepest spot in the Thames,; Jron. What, little Mary, niece of old Farmer 
hereabouts, of any near Kingston—I wonder no: Wurzel, of Copse Hill—how dost do, lass? how's 
balcony has been put up before; I am sure, when- | vour worthy uncle ? he’s an old friend of mine. I 
ever Iam obliged to open that window ae it is suppose you have come here to Sir Charles to pay 
Sir Charles’ favorite smoking spot), I get so, your uncle’s rent, eh? 
giddy; and as there’s nothing there but a bar of Mary. No—my mother was his nurse, and was 


wood —oh, if anybody should—oh ! very fond of him; indeed, Sir Charles and me 
Iron. I suppose, then, he sent for me to put up used to play together, in this very room, some 

a balcony on your account. years ago; but I suppose he has forgotten me by 
James. Principally, I think, for he said he this time. 

rather liked it himself—it was an excitement. : Iron. Very likely, or grown ashamed of you, 
Iron. A whatt ; perhaps. 
James. An excitement—a sensation. | Mary. No, no, for he is too generous and kind 


Iron. I don’t understand. | for that. When he heard my mother was ill—(for 


$406444400060006 09 464666406060008 HHH HHH 9049444944494 $4949084¢9 THA PheresssTsessroerereooooons 


Pere ree ee ree 


Pe IOITSO TOOTS OTTO COSTS TOOTS OTTO O TTT TTC O TOT TOOT TTT TOTO CTS TOOT TTT TCC CL OTC CC CECT CC CCCE LOTT CCC C ECACC CCS TCT COSCCOCEOOTCCCON, 9H OOOO 4449644404664 6464 


Act I, Scene 1.) : USED UP. 17 


the steward wrote him word of it) though he I don’t know who he is, nor what’s his name; but 
was somewhere abroad, I don’t know where, but if ever 1 clap my fist upon him, hammer and tongs, 
very far away—he sent to her to say that she but he shall remember it! 

should have whatever she wanted—she borrowed' Mary. Oh, Mr. Ironbrace, you should not be so 


£20. Ah! [Sighs.] Then she died! passionate! 
Iron. Did she require £20 to die with? ! Iron. Ym not passionate! I’m quite cool! But 
Mary. No, it was to pay the doctor’s bill. only let me get one thump at him ! 


Iron. Oh, I see; be got £20 for the killingof her. Mary. Mr. Ironbrace! 


Mary. I have made up the sum by shillingsand' Jron. He shall take it for the kick of a young — 


sixpences, and have brought it here to pay him. _ horse; he shall say— 

Iron. Come, that’s honest, however! _ Mary. Oh! 

Mary. Besides, I have been educated at  Jron. Stand out of my way—no! I beg pardya, 
his expense, because I was his foster-sister. I not you, Mary—did I frighten you?—you have 


can read, and write, and love music, and— ‘nothing to do with it—no, no, it isn’t you— 
Iron. And therefore, of course, hate churning,! Mary. You shouldn’t go on so, Mr. Ironbrace. 
and washing, and darning, and— Iron. [violently.| I can’t help it, it’s my nature! 
Mary. ay no, I love them, for ’twas by such Re-enter JAMES, C. 
means I made up this sum to pay him back again.| games. Sir Charles is coming—Ironbrace, you 


It’s a great blessing to be quick at one’s needle, | nist postpone your job for an hour or so. 
es it ? I can’t say—I never worked at it Alay, Ue Towant tose bint: 

‘ a i : area A —whi idea! run away with 
but I have often heard talk about it—much too Proclas You—what an idea : you 
often. And now you live with your uncle, eh? | a 


) | Mary. But where am I to go? 
Mary. Yes; he’s sometimes a little cross, but ae Where you like, foaly you can’t stay 
very good to me. : 


Tron. Ab! I wish I had met you, Mary, about a Bere} 80 to the kitchen, or to the garden, or any 
A : pens 


| place you can find, so that you go out of this. 
twelvemonth ago, I should now have been a man Mary. I won't go till I have seen him, that Iam 
of substance, instead of the poor devil you see me. | qotermined , 
Mary. Indeed! ee ee ; : de 
Iron. Yes, I should have married you, instead fron. ‘Thats right, lass; 1 like your spirit. 
of ruining myself for one who—no matter. Ab, 


| i, : ‘sorrows over again, [takes her arm] it does me 
Mary, I have had a severe trial; I have had a: 5ooq to unload my heart to you; it eases me-—and 


blow I shall never recover—a blow that would pees 
have felled an ox; but I ae rock—I survived it! (one: day 1 shall tall 1a yeaa ccounere sane 
4 *)then, hammer and tongs! 


Mary. A blow: | Mary. Ob, you hurt my arm! 
Iron. Aye,a blow! not from a man; no, no, Tron Oh i bee Baden ; I fancied I had hold — 
flatter myself no man dare try that game with! orp” [Exeunt, R. U. E. 


John Ironbrace! no,’twasa woman whodealt it me. | 
an! Enter StR CHARLES, 
Mary. A woman! Sandee 
Iron. Yes; she was a milliner in a great house in | SAVILLE, C., all laughing except SIR CHARLES. 
Piccadilly ; at that time I had a good iron oe Sav. Ha, ha, ha! Come, Leech, confess. 
dry in Drury Lane; till one fatal night I met her’ Sir C. James, cigars in the billiard-room. [To 
at a ball— GUESTS.}] We'll join you directly. Come, Leech, 
Mary. Oh! a ball! your confession. 


Sir A. LEECH, Hon. Tom 


Iron. Yes, at White Conduit Gardens; and be-| Leech. With all my heart. I don’t care, why — 
fore I had looked twice at her, her eyes made two, should I? she was more than a match for me and | 


holes in my heart as clean as a punch. For eight I own it. She was the wife of an ironmonger, or 


months I courted her; till at last, ’twas agreed we some vulgar thing of the sort—she caught my fan- . 


should be welded. cy one day in Long Acre, and my valet, who man- 


Mary. Wedded, you mean. ‘ages these matters for me, found out her abode, © 


Iron. Its welded in my trade—when, after watched the husband out of town, and then hast- 
spending a honeymoon of three months, the very ening to the wife with the news of his sudden 
first time I had occasion to leave town, hang me! death, the bait took, and she followed him to the 
if she didn’t run away! ‘spot where the accident was said to have occurred. 

Maury. And didn’t you follow her? | Sav. Where, instead of the husband, she found— 

Iron. Ah! I wish I hadn’t, for I neglected my; Leech. Me! popped her intoa carriage and four, 
business to hunt every corner in London for her— and galloped otf with ber. 
though I might as well have looked for a needle; Sav. Bravo! Victory! 
in a bottle of hay; till at last Iwas lodged in the; Leech. Not at all; she was in my house abovea 
list of bankrupts, and here I am a poor blacksmith, month; and although she believed her husband 
instead of a master founder. But only Jet me catch | dead, and buried too at my expense, she would not 


- the fellow who has played me false!— listen to me as a lover, but asked me if my inten- 

Mary. Why agitate yourself any more about a, tions were honorable—ha, ha, ha! 

woman who did not love you? Sav. Ho, ho, ho! 
Iron. Not love me? she doated on me! Leech. But you don’t laugh, Coldstream; come, 
Mary. And yet she left you? ‘man, be amused for once in your life—you don’t 
Iron. She didn’t; I won't believe it; she must have laugh. 

been carried off—she’s a prisoner somewhere now! Sir C. Oh, yes, I do, mon cher. You mistake, I 
Mary. D’ye think so? ‘laughed twice distinetly—only, the fact is, I am 


Iron. Tam sure of it. [Gets gradually enraged.] | bored to death. . 
There’s some scoundrel at the bottom of it all! Leech. Bored? what! after such a dejeuner as 
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. king at this moment, and all the world is at my feet. 


18 USED UP. [Act I, Scene 1. 


that you have givenus? Look at me, I’m inspired. Sir C. No, because we don’t want it; but if we 


—I’m in the seventh heaven of delight! ‘wanted such a thing, of course we should have it. 
Sav. You drank more champagne than any of A dozen gentlemen meet, pass resolutions, insti- 


us, and yet you are as dull as a funeral—you are tute, and in twelve months it would be run up; | 


not elated by it. jnay, if that were all, we’d buy St. Peter’s itself, 
Sir C. Not the least in the world; why should and have it sent over. 
I? T’ve drank so much of it in my time—I know, Leech. Ha, ha! well said, you’re quite right. 
it by heart—there’s nothing in it. Sav. What say you to beautiful Naples? 
Leech. Nothing in it! everything’s init; ’ma Leech. Ae, La Belle Nupoli! 
' Sur C. Not bad—excellent water-melons and 
Sir C. My dear Leech, you began life late—you goodish opera; they took me up Vesuvius—a hor- 
are a young felfow—forty-five—and have the rid bore; it smoked a good deal, certainly, but 
world yet betore you. I started at thirteen, lived altogether a wretched mountain—saw the crater 
quick, and exhausted the whole round of pleasure '—looked down, but there was nothing in it. 
before I was thirty. I’ve tried everything, heard; Sav. But the bay? 
everything, done everything, know everything,' Sir C. Inferior to Dublin. 
and bere I am, a man at thirty-three, rau Leech. The Campagua ? 
used up—completely blase. Sir C. A swamp! 
Leech. Nonsense, man—used up, indeed! with. Sav. Greece ? 
your wealth, with your little heaven in Spring Sir C. A morass! 
Gardens, and your paradise here at Kingston-, Leech. Athens? 
upon-Thames— | Sir C. A bad Edinburgh! 
Sav. With twenty estates in the sunniest Spots. Sav. Egypt? 


~ in England. Sir C. A desert ! 


Leech. Not to mention that Utopia within four, Leech. The Pyramids! 


. walls, in the Rue de Provence, in Paris. Oh, the! Sir C. Humbugs—nothing in any of them! 


nights we've spent there—eb, Tom? Have done—you bore me. 


Sav. Ab! Leech. But you enjoyed the hours we spent in 

Sir C. Pm dead with ennui. Paris, at any rate? 

Leech. Ennui! do you hear him, Tom? Poor! Sir C. No; the danseuse was too approachable, 
Croesus! and my friend’s wife gave me too much trouble. 


Sir C. Croeesus—no, ’'m no Cresus. My father 'T was dying for excitement—gambling gave me 
—you've seen his portrait, good old fellow—he none, and women no longer interested me. In 
certainly did leave me a little matter of £12 000 fact, ’ve no appetite, no thirst, everything wear- 
a vear, but after all— \ies me—no, they fatigue me. 

Leech and Sav. Oh, come! Leech. Fatigue you! I should think not, indeed ; 

Sir C. Oh, I don’t complain of it. you are as strong as a lion. 

Leech. I should think not. Sir C. But as quiet as a lamb—that was Tom 

Sir C. On, no, there are some people who can/|Cribb’s character of me; you know I was a favo- 
manage to do on less—on credit. rite pupil of his. I swear Vd give a thousand 

Leech. 1 know several— pounds for any event that would make my pulse 

Sav. My dear Coldstream, you should try change. beat ten to the minute faster. Is it possible 
of :cene. that between you both you cannot invent some- 

Str C. I have tried it—what’s the use? thing that would make my blood boil in my veins 

Leech. But I'd gallop all over Europe. —my hair stand on end-—my heart beat—my 

Sir C. I have—there’s nothing in it. pulse rise; that would produce an excitement—an 

Leech. Nothing in all Europe? emotion —a sensation—a palpitation—but, no! 

Sir C. Nothing—oh, dear, yes! I remember,: Leech. I’ve an idea! 
at one time, I did somehow go about a good deal.| Sir C. You? 

Sav. You should go to Switzerland. Sav. What is it? 

Sir C. I have been —nothing there—people say, Leech. Marry! 
so much about everything—there certainly were = Sir C. Hum, well, not bad; there’s novelty 
a few glaciers, some monks, and large dogs, and about the notion; it never did strike me to—oh, 
thick ankles, and bad wine, and Mont Blanc; yes, but, no; I should be bored with the exertion of 
and there was ice on the top, too; but I prefer choosing —if a wife, now, could be had like a din- 
the ice at Gunter’s—less trouble, and more in it. |‘ner—for ordering. 

Leech. Then if Switzerland wouldn’t do, ’d try Leech. She can, by you—take the first woman 
Italy. ‘that comes; on my life, she’ll not refuse £12,000 

Sir C. My dear Leech, roe tried it over and a year. 
over again, and what tien? Sir C. Come, I don’t dislike the project; I al- 

Sav. Did not Rome inspire you ? most feel something like a sensation coming. I |, 

Sir C. [crosses to C.} Oh, believe me, Tom, a/haven’t felt so excited for some time; it’s a novel 
most hornble hole! People talk so much about enjovment—a surprise! Ill try it. 
these things —there’s the Colosseum, now—round, Enter JAMES, L. 
very round, a goodish ruin enough, but I was dis. James. Lady Clutterbuck, Sir Charles, to wait : 
appointed with it; Capitol, tolerable high; and!upon you. 

St. Peter’s—mar ble and mosaics and fountains; All. Ha, ha! now’s your time. 
dome certainly not badly scooped, but there was Sir C. Clutterbuck ! who's that? 
nothing in it. | James. Our neighbor, sir. 

Leech. Come, Coldstream, you mnst admit we Sir C. Is she a widow? 
have nothing like St. Peter’s in London. James. 1 don’t know, sir. 
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Act I, Scene 1.) 


has a husband, show her out. 
you hesitate ? 

James. Beg pardon, sir, but I never knew you 
object to a husband before. 

Sir C. Begone! [Exit JAMES, L. 

Sav. Why, you don’t mean to say — 

Sir C. I do, so away with you. 

Leech. Quite right—the letter of the law—the 
first that comes—success to Clutterbuck ! 

Sir C. Away with you, then! Cea LEECH 
and SAVILLE, R., laughing and closing door. 

Enter JAMES, L. 
James. Lady Clutterbuck. [ Exit 1. 
Enter LADY CLUTTERBUCK, L. 

Sir C. [aside.] She is a widow, then. 

Lady C. Sir Charles Coldstream, I presume. I 
have not the pleasure of knowing you, and I be- 
lieve you have not the honor of knowing me. 

Sir C. [aside.] A good beginning. [Aloud.] 
May I take the liberty of inquiring, madame— 
but pardon me—first, I believe, you are a widow? 

Lady C. Yes, sir. [Aside.] How very odd! 

Sir C. Then permit me to offer you a chair. 
[ Aside.] I can’t propose so abruptly. —_[ They sit. 

Lady C. Sir Charles, we will proceed to business. 

Sir C. [feeling his pulse.) No sensation as yet ; 
my pulse is calm! 

Lady C. I ventured to intrude upon your gene- 


— posity, Sir Charles, in favor of our infant school; 


the girls are sadly in want of blue mittens, and the 
boys of corderoy—a—a—corderoys—any subscrip- 
tion most gratefully acknowledged in the ‘‘ Morn- 
ing Post.” 

Sir C. [with his hand on his pulse.] No, not 


the slightest effect. 


Lady C. I beg you won't say that, Sir Charles. 
Sir C. Might Lask, madame—vwe are neighbors, 
I believe ? 


Lady C. My house is close to yours—a mere'| 
as it 


cottage, but I remain there with pleasure, 


Sir C. IT understand—the pleasures of memory; 


and have we bachelors suffered for any length of! for a short time. 


time the disgrace of your widowhood ? 

Lady C. Sir! 

Sir C. I say, madame, is it long that you have 
enjoyed your misfortune ? 

Lady C. Oh, a considerable period. 

Sir C. A good match, thelamented Clutterbuck ? 

Lady C. Ah—h, sir, I have been wedded twice. 

Sir C. The devil! 

Lady C. My first, poor Tronbrace, wooed me 
from a flourishing business in town. 

Sur C. Musical ? 

Lady C. No, millinery; he was an ironfounder, 
not handsome, but— 

Sir C. Good? 

Lady C. No, sir—wealthy; while I had nothing 
to offer him, as dowry, but my virtue. 

Sir C. Ab! little enough! 

Lady C. Sir! 

Sir C. I simply remarked, that in this money- 


- | 
Sir C. If she’s a widow, show her up; if she; 
Well, sir, why do/ that as a physical objection, you know, sir— 


who wore powder; but one couldn’t look upon 


Sir C. On the contrary, madame. 

Lady C. He offered me his hand and heart—a 
heart of five-and-fifty is rather— _ ' 

Sir C. Tough! 

Lady C. Ahand ofhalfacentury seemed tome a— 

Sir C. A paw—I catch the idea! well, you 
sighed, thought of your unprotected state, and 
took the heart and the— 

Lady C. Exactly; besides, he kept his carriage, 
and his family was good—his name a pretty one— 
you think Clutterbuck a pretty one, don’t you, sir? 

Sir C. Distingue, madame. 

Lady C. When, what, sir, do you think I dis- 
covered, a week after our marriage ? 

Sir C. That he had a ready-made family ? 

Lady C. Worse, sir! 

Sir C. A couple of other wives? 

Lady C. Worse again—sir, he hadn’t a sixpence. 

Sir C. Just now you said he had a carriage ? 

Lady C. So he had, but no horses—’twas only 
jobbed. 

Sir C. Oh, Corpo di Bacco—then ‘twas a swindle! 

Lady C. He soothed my indignation—for he 
had a good heart withal—by making me the only 
atonement in his power. 

Sir C. I see—he left the country. 

Lady C. No, he died. 

Sir C. Better still. 

Lady C. Yes. 
behavior, I mourned him the regular time. 

Sir C. It does honor to your head and heart, 
madame. 

Lady C. [she rises.] But in your delightful con- 
versation I forgot the object of my Visit. 

sir C. ee chairs up.) Your pardon; my 
steward will give you a check for twenty guineas. 

Lady C. You are generosity itself. Good morn- 
ing, Sir Charles. 

Sir C. Permit me; delighted to have made the 
acquaintance of so lovely a neighbor—farewell. 

Rings bell, exit LADY CLUTTERBUCK, L. Yawns.] 

ather an odd woman that, and rather amusing 
But stay—by Jove! I forgot to 
propose to her. [Runs up.] Hollo! [Calls.] Ibeg 
pardon, madame—yes—you—madame! One mo- 
ment, if vou please. [Comes down.] She’s com- 
iny—positively, she amused me so, that she drove 
the idea of marriage out of my head. 

Re-enter LADY CLUTTERBUCK, L. 

Lady C. Sir Charles! 

Sir C. I beg ten thousand pardons. I omitted 
to mention a small matter—a--a—you—you—are 
positively very good looking still. 

Lady C. Oh, Sir Charles! 

Sir C. I never pay compliments; but of all the 
women I ever adored, (that is, the days when I 
did adore,) out of about two hundred, I may say, 
who have possessed my heart, there were several 
who could not in justice compare with you. 

Lady C. You are very polite, I am sure, Sir 
Charles. 

Sir C. Do me the favor to look at mc—observe 


making age, mere virtue—unfortunately— But me critically—how old am 1? 


_ pray, proceed. 


Lady C. Three months after marriage, news 
reached me of his death. I immediately quitted 
London with what fortune I possessed, to hide my 
tears at a watering-place, where I met Sir Ste- 
phen Clutterbuck, a little wizen old gentleman, 


Lady C. Dear me, how odd! 
about seven or eight and twenty. 

Sir C. Lady Clutterbuck, do you remember the 
comet of 1511? 

Lady C. The comet? 

Sir C. You cannot be old enough—don’t answer, 


I should say 


pwd 
, © 


However, notwithstanding his — 
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perhaps the question is indelicate; but if that’ 
comet still existed, we should be precisely of the 
same age. 

Lady C. You and I, Sir Charles ? 

Sir C. No, madame; I and the comet. [LADY , 
CLUTTERBUCK counts her fingers.) I am thirty-' 
three, madame. 

Lady C. 1s this what you called me back to tell | 
me, Sir Charles ? 

Sir C. It was, madame. 

Lady C. Oh! 

Sir C. Madame, I am by nature melancholy. 

Lady C. You? why you have been saying all 
manner of funny things to me this half hour. 

Sir C. You are mistaken; they were melan- 
choly truths, positively. Why, ’twas only last 
week I made my will, lett all my property amongst 
my friends, who are now on a visit here, before I 
carried out a fancy I had entertained for some 
time, of hanging myself on a tree! 

Lady C. Hanging yourself on a tree! 

Sir C. Or throwing myself into the river; I’ve 
a window here convenient—the water flows to 
the wall. 

Lady C. Oh, you are joking! 

Sir C. But since I have seen you, my mind is 
changed; I have taken up another fancy, one in 
Which you can assist me. 

Lady C. [aside.}] What does he mean !—me ? 

Sir C. You! listen: I have a house in town— 
estates in the three kingdoms, and one for a freak 
in the Isle of Man. I’ve a shooting box on the 
banks of the Mississippi; three carriages—a— 
aaa 12,000 a year—and I offer you my 

and. 

Lady C. Your hand to me? 

Sir C. Tam, as I have told you, only thirty- 
three; and according to the highest female au- 
thorities, this cannot be designated a paw. 
[ Holds out his hand.| Will you accept it ? 

Lady C. Sir Charles, you amaze me! is this in- 
tended for a declaration of love ? 

Sir C. Quite the contrary—it is a proposal of 
mairiage. 

Lady C. But— 

Sir C. Excuse me, I have had so much love- 
making in my time, I am sick of it—there’s noth- 
ing in it—tne same thing over and over again; I 
aa coming co the point at onee—will you have 
me 


if you accept me you will do me a favor, | allow it. 


and I shall be able to say, I have a charming 
wife; if you refuse me, it will be precisely the—_ 
I shall then simply say, I have a charming neigh- ' 
bor. Turn it over in your mind, my dear lady—, 
excuse my Nemory—give it your serious reflection; | 
and pray don’t allow my violent arguments to 
alarm you into matrimony. 


Enter Mary at back, R. 


Mary. There he is. 

Sir C. Who's that ? 

Mary. 'Tis I, Sir Charles—Mary Wurzel—you 
remember little Mary ? 

Sir C. [crosses to her.] Perfectly; you were my 
college bed-maker. 

Mary. No; do you forget twelve years ago? 

Sir C. Twelve years avo—forget! Is there any 
human being can remember twelve years ago? 
the exertion must be Herculean. My dear, do 
you think my brain a parish register, or the 
minutes of the House of Lords? 


[Act I, Scene 1. 


Ce EEE — eat Ss es, 


Lady C. Go, child, don’t you see Sir Charles is 


busy at this moment? 

Mary. [aside.) He forgets me—Ironbrace was 
right. I came, sir, to pay a debt. 

Sir C. A debt! that was twelve years ago, I 
suppose—don’t remember it. Good morning. 

Mary. But my mother, sir— 

Sir C. Give her my regards, and say I'm en- 
gaged. Fk LADY CLUTTERBCUCK.] In ten min- 
utes I will return to know if 1 am to be, or not to 
be—whether husband, or neighbor! 

Lady C. Ten minutes! that’s sudden. 

Sir C. Twelve, if you like. Oh, take your own 
time, I entreat; don’t hurry on my account. 

Mary. What does he say? [He gocs up, hum. 
ming an air, suddenly stops and returns. 

Sir C. Lady Clutterbuck—with horses! [Exitc. 

Mary. Pray, madame, might I pay this money 
to you, on Sir Charles’ account ? 

Lady C. In a few days you may—we are not 
married yet. 

Mary. Married! and to you? 

Lady C. Can you oppose any objection—moral, 
physical, or legal ? 

Mary. [aside.] Dear me, what a strange effect 


this news has upon me; and yet it is quite natural | 


he should marry, of course. I ought to rejoice, 
but I did not expect to find him so changed ; now 


I have thought of him, aye, every day, and he | 


could not even remember me—thought I was his 
college bed-maker. 

Lady C. [aloud, but to herself.) Hum! of course 
[I shall accept him, he’s handsome— 

Mary. Oh, very; I hope, madame, you will take 
great care of him; he’s very melancholy some- 
times, and then you must be sure and— 

Lady C. Heyday, child! are you going to in- 
struct me how to take care of a husband? What 
is your business here ? 

Enter StR ADONIS LEECH, R. 

Leech. Where is Sir Charles ? 

Lady C. Sir Adonis Lecch! 

Leech. Mrs. Ironbrace, by all that’s cruel! 

Mary. Ironbrace ! : 

Leech. Have you forgiven me yet? 

[ They talk apart. 

Mary. [(aside.] Ivonbrace—it must be his wife 
coing to marry my foster-brother! T’ll run down 
and ask him if that’s proper. I’m sure he won't 
[Eyrit R. U. E. 

Leech. And you are going to marry him? 

Lady C. What can I do? 

Leech. [aside.] I wonder if Ironbrace is still 
alive—no matter; if he turns up, it will make a 
splendid paragraph for the Post. [Aloud.] Where 
is the victim? 

Lady C. He retired to that room, to relicve his 
anxiety during my deliberation. 

Leech. Egad, we'll acquaint him with his good 
fortune. 

Lady C. No, not vet. 

Leech. Relieve his sufferings. ein open C. 
door. SIR CHARLES is discovered asleep. 

Lady C. Asleep! the wretch! 

Leech. Ha, ha! 

Lady C. Leave us! - 

Leech. He's dreaming of you! [Sings.] ‘ Oh, 
there’s nothing half so sweet in life as Love's 
young dream.” [Evrit R. 

Lady C. Tl awake him—-hem! Sir Charles ! 

[ Shakes chair. 
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Act IT, Scene 1.] 


Sir C. [starting.| Eh—what—oh, is it you, my. 
dear madame? you destroyed the most delicious ing decidedly exciting! [Feels his pulse.] An un- ; 


dream—I was dreaming of you. 

Lady C. Oh! 

Sir C. Yes, I dreamt that you refused me. 

Lady C. But dreams go by contraries, you 
know, Sir Charles. 

Sir C. Alas, yes. 

Lady C. What? 

Sir C. I meant, it was agitating —I was wretch- 
ed! but still it was something to be that—it was 
a sign of existence. 

Lady C. Yes, Sir Charles, I awoke you, to say— 

Sir C. What? 

Lady C. That the ten minutes are past. 

Sir C. What ten minutes? eh—oh—ah—beg 
pardon; of course, I remember my proposal. 

Lady C. I have considered, and— 

Sir C. You refuse me, well— 

[ Walks to sofa and throws himself upon it. 

Lady C. I accept. 

Sir C. Aha, good! [Puts up his legs. 

Lady C. That surprises you, I believe? 

Sir C. Not in the least. Wei’ll fix the happy 
day as soon as you please. [Takes out cigar-case. 

Lady C. Is that all the effect it produces upon 
you, Sir Charles ? 

Sir C. Why, what effect would you have it 
pro—will you allow me—I beg pardon, may I offer 
you one? 

Lady C. Not before dinner, thank you. 

Sir C. Perhaps you are right. [ Smokes. 

Enter IRONBRACE, R. U. E. 

Iron. Ree Ha, there they are at last; yes, 
I think that I have got him now. 

Sir C. Come here, my dear; sit down beside 
me, and we'll talk over the matter. 

Lady C. With pleasure. 

Iron. No you don’t. 

Lady C. Alive! 

Iron. Yes, alive—flesh and blood ! 
unfortunate, undone woman! 

Sir C. It seems my intended knows this gentles 
man. 

Lady C. What shall I do? 

Iron. Yes, I—I who have sought you all the 
world over; now my turn is come. 

Lady C. Before Sir Charles— 

Sir C. Good—go on—oh, don’t mind: me; settle 
your little matters, Mr. What’s-your-name ? 

Iron. My name! my name is Ironbrace—I’m 


[Between them. 


Oh, you 


not ashamed of it, though I ought to be. 


Sir C. Ironbrace! dam’me, this is the black- 
smith’s wife—this is going to be amusin 

Iron. And is this animal the thing 
you deserted me? this— 

Sir C. [opening his eyes.} Heyday! 


for which 


Iron. This threadpaper—this fine-whiskered | 


wig-block, that Pll flatten on the earth, like a ten- 
penny nail on an anvil? 

Lady C. Oh, good gracious ! 

Sir C. My good friend, will you allow me to in- 
quire who is the individual you propose to flatten 
in so agreeable a manner? 

Iron. You! hammer and tongs! 

Sir C. Me!—hammer and tongs! 
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Sir C. Don’t, I beg—Per Bacco, this is becom- 


questionable pulsation! This is what I wanted— 
yes, my heart beats fast—hem !—I think you will 
leave this room. 

Iron. Vl give you the finest drubbing youever got. 

Lady C. I shall faint. 

Sir C. Pray don’t, till I polish off your friend, I 
entreat. [To IRONBRACE.}] Leave the room, or 
I must force you out. 

Iron. Force me! 

Sir C. Leave the room, I say, by the door, or 
I'll throw ycu out of the window. 

Iron. Ha! you!—TI should like to see you do it. 

Sir C. Would you? you shall—this is the first 
little bit of excitement I’ve had for a very long time. 

Iron. I’ve been waiting above a twelvemonth 
for this. 

Sir C. [sparring.] This is about the thing, I 
believe. 

Iron. Ovo! a bruiser! then here’s Cornwall for 
you—here’s a pair of pincers at your service. 

Sir C. Lregret that I have only a pair of tweezers 
to offer you in return, but you are welcome. [Zo 
Lapy C.] Do me the favor. [Gives his watch to 
Lapy C.] Thank you, you will excuse me for a mo- 
ment? [Leads her to c.] I can’t fight before ladies 
—I will be with you immediately. [Locks her in c. ] 
Now, sir, since you will have it. They engage. 

Iron. Oh! his grip is like a vice! 

Sir C. I could choke you if I liked, but let us 
prolong the fun. 

Iron. Dam’me—lI’ve caught a Tartar! [By this 
time they have wheeled up to the window, L. 

Lady C. [within, ringing bell.) Help! help! 
[IRONBRACE and Sir C. disappear through the 
window —a loud crash heard. 

Enter JAMES, L., and MARY, R. LEECH rushes in 

Jrom door R., SAVILLE unlocks C. D., and lets 

out Lavy C. 


All. [but Lapy C.}] What has happened f 

Mary. sanethex Where is Sir Charles? 

James. § O98" 9 And the blacksmith ? 

Lady C. Oh! I don’t know—out of the window! 

James. Then they are drowned. [Lapy (C. 
faints, and falls into a chair. MARy falls lifeless 
—yeneral confusion. Tableau. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I.—The interior of WURZEL’S Farm- House. 
Balustrade across, with stairs leading to it, R. 
Doors leading to balustrade, doors at the back, 
door L. Table and chairs of a rustic pattern. 


WURZEL discovered seated at a table, writing, with 
a large register. 

Wur. Joe! Joe! where can that stupid dolt 
be? Mary! 

Mary. [appearing from a door above, on the 
balustrade, and looks over.| Yes, uncle. 

Wur. What are you doing up there ? 

Mary. I am ironing, uncle. 

Wur. A very pretty fellow that Joc is; here he 
has been gone over two hours. 

Mary. He will be back directly, uncle. I am 


Tron. As for you, degraded woman, I despise looking down the lane for him. 


and leave you to your conscience; but for you, | 
zes SIR CHARLES, and drags him off had recommended him, I should have turned the 


villain !—[se? 


Wur. If you had not told me that Sir Charles 


—_ — © 
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sofa] we will settle our accounts another way. | 


lazy dog out a week ago. 
Lady C. Oh, mercy on me! | 


Mary. Why, uncle, you know he brought you a 
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[Act II, Scene 1. 


eo 


letter from Sir Charles himself, which I saw the: Enter Str CHARLES, in the dress of a p'owbhoy. 
poor gentleman write on the day of that dreadful; He advances leisurely, as if weary, and flings 
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accident, three weeks ago. 

Wur. A dreadful accident, indeed! I hope it 
wasan accident; people don’t think so. It’s verv 
lucky, I think, that Sir Charles was drowned, as 
well as poor Ironbrace—baronet as he was, he 
inight have been hanged for the murder. 

Mary. Oh, I’m sure, uncle, poor Sir Charles 
never meant to drown him; but the night was so 
dark, and there was such a fog on the river, it 
was impossible to give any assistance. 

Wur. Well, they haven’t found either of them 
yet, though they’ve been dragging the river daily ; 
but when they do, there’ll be a crowner’s quest on 


them, and then you'll see if they don’t bring in a| 


verdict of willful murder against Sir Charles. 

Mary. What, though he’s drowned, too? 

Wur. To be sure. 
she’s not to know whether he’s drowned or not, 
and Mrs. Ironbrace, or Lady Clutterbuck, or what- 
ever she calls herself, swears she heard Sir Charles 
sav he would fling the blacksmith out of the win- 
dow—that shows the malice atorethought—oh, I 
know the law! 

Mary. Well, but, uncle— _ 

Wur. Don’t tell me—go, watch for Joe, and 


himself on a chair. 
Sir C. Phew! 


/ Wur. Why, you impudent dog, is that the way 


you sit down before your master ? 

Sir C. No, no, it isn’t that—only—oh, Lord, P’'m 
tired to death! 

Wur. A_ pretty plowboy, 
death with a few yards. 

Sir C. What do you mean by a few yards? half 


indeed—tired to 


way to London and back, that’s all—twelve miles, 
(Pll bet a hundred. 


Wur. Bet a hundred! a hundred what—peas ? 
He talks like a gentleman! D n me if he 
could open his mouth wider, if he were landlord 
of the whole estate. 

Sir C. You're quite right. 


Mary, my dear, 


Justice is blind, you know, ! bring me a basin of soup. 


Wur. Not a spoonful—go about your business. 

Sir C. Well, but d——n it! 

Mary. Hush! 

Wur. What’s that you say ? 

Sir C. Nothing, master. 

Wur. If you had been home at a proper time, 
you would have had dinner—bacon and cabbage; 
but it’s all gone. 


finish your ironing. [kait MARY, L. | Mary. [aside.] I’ve put you a slice by. 
Enter TRONBRACE, C., rushes to WURZEL, and Sir C. Youre an angel! I’m _ famished—I've 


throws himself into his arms. 


‘had nothing but a bit of brown bread and an 


Tron. Save m2, my dear friend, save me! ‘onion all the morning. 
Wur. Tronbrace—not drowned? Wur. Well, did you deliver the letter right ? 
Iron. No. Sir C. Yes, master. 


Wur. And Sir Charles? 

Ircn. Food for the fishes. 

Wur. Ha, he is dead, then! 

Iron. Ym a wretch, farmer; but I didn’t mean 
it—it was more his fault than mine, after all. 
I’ve been wandering about the country ever since, 
an outcast; I dare not return home, the police 
would be after me—save me., 

Wur. What can I do for you ? 

Iron. Hide me somewhere, that’s all I ask, till 
the body’s found, and the verdict made public. 

Wur. What, here, on Sir Charles’ own farm ? 

Iron. This his farm? 

Wur. Yes, and his heirs and executors are com- 
ing here this very day, to take possession of the 
estate. 

Iron. What then—they won't carry it away! 

Wur. Well, my poor fellow, Pl tell you what 
Vi dofor you—hush. [Goes to a trap-door,c., and 
lifts it up.} What do you say to that? you'll be 


. snug enough there. 


Jron. What, in that black hole? 
Wur. I choose it for this reason: this farm 
was the Manor House of the estate, and in old 


- times these secret recesses were made for the pur- 


pose of concealing the Jacobite people, so they 
say—and the nook is only known to me, now old 
Sir Arthur Coldstream is dead. 

Iron. But as I’m not a Jacobite, ’d rather— 

Wur. Well, well, let me see—you can hide bere 
in the wood-room for the present. [Points to L. 

Mary. (opening the door above.| Uncle, uncle, 
here’s Joe, uncle. 

Wer. In with you—hide behind the brambles. 

Tron. Vi warrant you, I'll creep into a rat-hole, 
if necessary. aa at door in flat, L. 

Mary. Here’s Joe, uncle, here’s Joe. 

[She comes down and opens door, C. 


Wur. Then go and put Baldface in the cart, 
‘and take that load of hay down to Farmer Beach. 
Sir C. Yes, master. 

Wur. And bring back a load of lime for the 
corner field. 

Sir C. Yes, master. [To Mary.] I suppose I 
must go. 

Mary. Yes, Joe. 

Sir C. I’m nearly done up. Please, mayn’t [take 
a lump of bread and cheese to eat by the road? 

Wur. Notacrumb you gluttonous rascal; getout * 

Sir C. That’s the way Im treated. [Aside.] 
Mary, dear, crib me a bit, and throw it out of the 
window. I’m going, master. Ob, quel inexorable 
‘condition, sacre bleu! 

Wur. What outlandish Welsh are you jabber- 
ling there, you stupid bumpkin! Follow me, sloth; 
rand unless you want to feel the cart whip, be 
quick. [Earit C. 

Sir C. Very pleasant, upon my soul: The re- 

spect I meet with from my farmers is quite de- 
lightful ! 
_ Mary. J won’t be an instant with the soup—I've 
‘kept it hot on the copper; it was washing-day. 
It does my heart good to see you so gay. I won't 
‘be a moment! [Exit L. 

Sir C. Gay! it’s quite true, I am gay--it’s a 
melancholy thing to reflect upon, but 1 certainly 
lam gay, and yet how can it be? I work like a 
| nigger, and yet I’m as hearty as a buck! When I 
was what I was—that is, when I was myself— 
‘my table loaded with all the luxuries of the sea- 
son, I could not eat; the most exquisite wines, 
and yet I could not drink—I was a puny weak- 
ling. Now I drink nothing but spring water, and 
I drink like a fish; and, as for digestion, it’s posi- 
‘tively horrible to think how I digest—I must have 
| the stomach of an ostrich: It’s curious, very curi- 
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Act II, Scene 1.} 
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breathe, I live again, I exist ! It’s a curious thing! 


Enter MARY, L., with soup. 


Mary. Here’s the soup! 

Sir C. Ob, what a thimbleful! why, here isn’t 
a pint and a half, I’m sure: 

Mary. Yes, but there’s the bacon coming. 

Sir C. And the cabbage—he said there was 
cabbage. 

Mary. So there is, but do make haste—excuse 
me, Sir Charles. 

Sir C. Hush! you forget I’m Joe. 

Mary. Then, Joe. 

Sir C. Dear Joe, if you like. 

Mary. Then, dear Joe! 

Sir C. There’s a darling! 

Mary. When you speak to my uncle, try not to 
use the language of gentlemen—but be a plow- 
boy in thought. 

Sir C. Iam, in appetite. [Eating voraciously. 

Mary. You see I stole you a piece of nice white 
bread; I made it myself. Oh, I like to see you 
here so much better than at your fine house. I 
wish I could render this hard life more agreeable 
to you. 

Sir C. ’Tis beautiful ! 

Mary. Can you think so? 

Sir C. Too much pepper! 

Mary. Your life? : 

Sir C. No, the pus As for my position, there’s 
but one thing that hangs like a blight over my 
life: I’ve destroyed that of a fellow creature—that 
| horrible blacksmith haunts me like the statue of 
Don Juan. Do you know the opera? 

Mary. No, dear Joe. 

Sir C. In white marble. 

Mary. No. ; 

Sir C. Mozart’s music. Well, the figure of the 
_ wretched blacksmith, he stands between me and 
‘my rest. Hush! why ’twas only two nights ago I 
heard a noise—looked round—beside me stood— 

Mary. Ironbrace! 

Sir C. He! he uttered a hollow moan—I gasped 
for breath—stooped my head to put out the horrid 
' vision, and rushed towards the spectre. 

Mary. It was a dream. 

Sir C. Not at all—for I broke my head against 
_ him or something. 

Mary. But, after all, you are not guilty—it was 
, only an accident ! 

Sir C. I know it; but my conscience conjures 
up dreadful things—at night I see figures, hear 
voices denouncing me. 

Mary. Oh, if I bad not paid your steward the 
twenty pounds I owed him, you might have left 
the country with it. — 

Sir C. I don't want to leave the country; I am 
happy here; besides, Mary, did you remark yes- 
terday, that I pressed your hand ? 

Mary. No, I didn’t. 

Sir C. I did—I pressed it. [Gets up.] Fly the 
country, indeed! no, Mary, I could not leave you. 

Mary. I have nothing to fear; they wouldn't 
! hang me for concealing you, would they ? 
| Sir C. Would you wish me, then, to go? 

Mary. To go—to—no—I could not—do not— 
- go, unless, perhaps, you would fly to her you 
love. 


[Tasting soup. 
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ous, I haven’t a moment to myself, yet I never, 
feel ennui, I'm never bored, I’m never languid ; I ing on here ? 


face 


oe 


you know there’s something very remarkable go- 


Mary. [looking round.] Where ? 
Sir C. No, not there—here! 
[Touching his heart. 


Mary. What is it? 
Sir C. Vil tell you all— 
Mary. Hush! [MaRY puts bowl off, L. 


Enter WURZEL, C. 


Wur. Joe, Joe! quick, they are here! set the 
place to rights; the lawyer is coming, Mr. Fennel, 
and the gentlemen. 

Mary. What gentlemen, uncle ? 

Wur. The heirs and executors! 

Sir C. [aside.] The devil take ’em. [Aloud.] 
What heirs-at-law ? 

Wur. The heirs of Sir Charles Coldstream, who 
is dead, of course. 

Sir C. What? 

Wur. What’s the matter with that fool! Don’t 
you know that Sir Charles is dead, blockhead ? 

Sir C. Oh, yes; poor devil! 

Wur. What do you mean, then ? 

Sir C. Nothing, master. [ Going. 

Wur. Stop, you idle dog, you are always going 
when work begins. 

Mary. (aside.] He will be recognized. 

Sir C. The letters I took, then, this morning— 

Wur. Were to appoint his heirs and executors 
here, to divide the property. 

Sir C. [aside.] I only wanted that to complete 
me—lI shall have to assist at my own cutting up. 

Wur. Here they are. 

Sir C. [aside.] Will they penetrate this dis- 
guise ? 

Enter FENNEL, LEECH and SAVILLE, C. 


ous & oe 
SHPSHHHOFHEHHEHHESHHESESHHEHEHFEEHHSEHHESHESEDESEFHFEESFEHSHESHHFESHHEHEEHEHHHHEHEHHEHOEHHHEDEHHFEHESHEDOEHEHHESHEHHHHEEHHEHEHEHEEFEFEHEEHEHESHHEHEHEHEHEHOEHOY 


. 


Wur. Welcome, gentlemen. There, Mary— 
Joe, you dog, place chaire—make haste, you lazy 
Villain! 

Sir C. Yes, master. [He places chairs awk- 
wardly, running against each person, hiding his 


Wur. Idle vagabond! 

Sir C. Yes, master. 

Wur. And one at the table, for Mr. Fennel 
too. [He does so, and goes R.} Excuse this awk- 
ward booby—he’s only a clod—has no idea above 
sheep washing. 

Fen. Don’t mention it. To business, gentle- 
men. Ahem! Gentlemen, Sir Charles Coldstream 
is dead. 

All. Hear! hear! 

Sir C: The butchers! 

Fen. The law says it; and, indeed, if he were 
alive, the law would make him dead, for the law 
never lies. He would have a bad cause to defend; 
so, although his body has not been found, I be- 
lieve he may be considered dead to all intents and 
purposes. 

All. Dead, decidedly ! 

Sir C. [aside.] Dead as a door nail !—carried, 
mem. con. 

Leech. Everything’s for the best. His temper 
was perfectly insupportable ! 

Sir C. [aside.] Good! Goon! 

Sav. Proud as Lucifer ! 

Sir C. |aside.} Beautiful! Go on! 

Leech. Unfit for our society altogether ! 

Sir C. [aside.] In that I perfectly coincide. 
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Fen. Gentlemen, this sealed will was found 
amongst the papers of the defunct. ! 

Sir C. [aside.] Here present. 

Fen. The formula is perfect; after, it then pro- 


— ceeds--I lzave to StR ADONIS LEECH, capitalist— | 


Leech. Ha! . 
Mary. {to Str C.] Capitalist! is he rich, then? | 
Sir C. Not a penny—he inhabits the Capital. | 
Fen. “My estates in Scotland. To the HoNOR- 
ABLE THOMAS SAVILLE, and the said ADONIS. 
LEECH, my estates at Windsor, to be divided 
equally between them”—the rest he leaves to his 
heir-presumptive—a distant relative. 
a Well, this is the only reasonable act in his 

e. 

Leech. Except his death. Ha, ha! 

Sir C. [aside.] Damn his impudence! 

Sav. He never enjoyed his money. 

Leech. We did, for bim. 

Sav. He was a great ass! : 

Sir C. [{aside.] ’Pon my soul, this is pleasant! 

Takes out snuff-bor. 

Sav. Well, farmer, at what do you value this 
property ? 

Wur. Not much, sir. 
Wurzel, my dear fellow— 

Sir C. [aside.] The old scoundrel—never saw 
him in my life, before I came here. 

Wur. I must reduce your rent. 

Sir C. What a thumper! 

Wer. What's that you say? 

Sav. Let us view the estate; and suppose we 
begin with this house. Come, farmer, show us the 
premises—what’s this? [Goes to the door where 
IRONBRACE ?s concealed. 

Wur. [aside.] The devil! Ironbrace is there! 
[ Aloud.}] I have not the keys with me, gentlemen 
—I will find them against you return. There, 
Joe, show these gentlemen over the farm. 

Sir C. Me? 

Mary. Stay here, I'll go with them—this way, 
gentlemen. [Exit L. 

Wur. Now to let out the blacksmith. 

[fxcit into wood-house, L. F. 

Sir C. So, these are heirs-apparent! very pretty 
treatment towards a poor defunct gentleman, who 
has left them everything! It’s enough to disgust 
any man with drowning himself for the rest of his 
life. But I won't stand it. Oh, if I wasn’t, dead, 
T'd—stay—ha! I have it—THE WILL! here’s a 
brilliant idea! [Runs to table and writes.) So, a 
codicil on the reverse page—signed—so—now, my 
friends—date—let’s see, on what day was I 


Sir Charles said to me, 


' drowned ? on the 20th—so—the 19th —ah, there ! 


By-the-bve, there must be two witnesses, let me 
see—Paul Jones and Jack Robinson. 


Re-enter WURZEL, L. D. F., with IRONBRACE. 


Wur. Now to—ha, Joe! [Shuts door on TRON- 
BRACE quichly.] What do you here ? 

Sir C. Me, master? 

Wur. You, you dog! to work, sirrah, to work! 


{Act IT, Scene 1. 

Iron. It’s devilish dark! you will let me out 
again? 

Wur. Yes, yes, but haste. 

Iron. You'll bring me something to eat? 

Wur. Every moment is full of danger—make 
no noise —quick ! 

[They lift trap, c., and IRONBRACE descends. 

Iron. I say, that young plowman of yours is 
after your niece—take my advice, and— 

Wur. [slamming down trap.| They are here. 


Enter FENNEL, LEECH and SAVILLE, L. 


Sav. I say it shall be! 

Leech. Shall! Mr. Saville, I have as much right 
to that expression as vourself. 

Sav. Then [ll take legal opinion, sir. 

Leech. Take what you like, but you don’t take 
more than a just half. 

Fen. [who has been looking over the will.) Gen- 
tlemen, gentlemen, you needn’t trouble yourselves 
to quarrel—look here, is it possible I could have 
overlooked it ? 

All. What ? 

Fen. A codicil, upon the reverse page. 

All. A codicil ! 

Fen. Dated the 19th—tho day before his death. 
[Reads.) ‘“ As I may do something desperate to- 
morrow, I hereby annul all my former bequests, 
and leave my entire real and personal estates to 
MARY WURZEL, who I hereby constitute my sole 
heiress.” 

Wur. My niece! 

All. [but FENNEL.) Thisis a fraud! 

Fen. It is in the handwriting of the defunct, 
and part of the same deed which made you his 
legatees. If part is fraud, all is fraud. 

[They all look over the will. 


Enter MARY, L. 8. E., with a tray bearing wine, 
ete. 


Mary. Allow me, gentlemen, to invite you—here 
is some fresh cream and brown bread and straw- 
berries. 

Sav. [aside.] Ha, a pretty girl! 
the fortune. 

Leech. {aside.] The heiress! I'll try my luck— 
why notf I’ve lost the legacy, but the girl is 
attackable—here goes. 

Fen. {aside.| I was married last week! 

Sav. i MaAry.] I cannot permit one so lovely 
to serve me. 

Leech. [on the other side.| Miss Mary, might I 
beg a look—a— 

Mary. What does this mean? 

Sav. This is disgusting, Sir Adonis Leech. 
Never mind, my dear, allow me— 

Leech. The nectar must be delicious which is 
served by so charming a Hebe. 

Mary. Nectar—Hebe! what do you both mean? 

Wur. Mean? why, that you are sole heiress to 
Sir Charles Coldstream’s fortune. 

Mary. I! [Suddenly leaves the tray between Sir 


T may regain 


Sir C. Ah, I'm going. [Aside.] Oh, if ever I| ADONIS and SAVILLE. 


live to be alive again, lll double your rent, you 
vid rascal! 
[Harit upstairs, WURZEL opens door, L. F. 
Wur. Here, lronbrace, quick ! 


Enier IRONBRACE, L. D. F. 


You must get down into the secret cellars, they 
will be back in a moment. 


Wur. So, now, you will leave your old uncle. 

Mary. Leave you, never! [Crosses to him.] 
But, heiress—am I his heiress? 

Fen. I was Sir Charles’ man of business—will 
you honor me with your orders? 

Wur. Only assure me that vou will not marry. 

All. Cruel—not marry ? what barbarity! 

Mary. Where’s Joc? Joe! 


tooo 
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Act IT, Scene 1.] 


Leeck. Who the devil is Joe ? 
Wur. My piowboy ! 
Sav. She’s in love with him. 


Enter SIR CHARLES at back. 


Sir C. Ode So the fun’s begun, it seems. 

Mary. {aside.| Here he comes—they’ll recog- 
nize him. [Aloud.] Love him? nonsense! Love 
Joe—a common plowboy? besides, he is not 
worth a shilling, while I’m an heiress! 

Sir C. [aside.] Ha, just in time—et tu brute! 

Mary. An ugly clod! 

Sir C. Go on. 

Mary. A sulky bumpkin! 

Sir C. Codeoge Don’t spare me, I’m used to it. 

Mary. I certainly might have cast my eyes upon 
him when I was only a dairy-maid; but now—ob, 
no! 

Sir C. Can wealth so poison the purest heart ? 
What a precious world we live in! 

Mary. Gentlemen, I must consider your claims 
—you are both deserving; but if I must choose a 
husband at once— 

All. Undoubtedly! 

Mary. Permit me a few minutes’ reflection alone. 

Wur. This way, gentlemen. [Ezeunt FENNEL, 
LEECH, and SAVILLE, L. AS they are going out, 
' each turns to get a look at MARY; SIR ADONIS 
returns, kisses his hand and exits, followed by 
WURZEL, who returns.| Don’t give up your liber- 
ty. There is not one of them but would spend 
your fortune in three weeks, and you would be de- 
serted before the honeymoon was out. Promise 
me that you will never marry, but will always re- 
main with your poor uncle. 

Mary. I promise nothing at present—wait here 
@ moment for my decision. Now to tind Sir 
| Charles. [Brit c. 


Sir CHARLES, who has hidden himself on the 
stairs, comes down and seizes WURZEL, who is 
going. 

Wur. What do you want, Joc? are you mad? 

Sir C. Iam nearly. 

Wur. Mad !—what does the fool mean ? 

Sir C. There’s no longer any fool in the case— 
excuse me for saying so in your presence. Listen 
to me, old Wurzel. 

Wur. Old! 

Sir C. Aye, old as the hills—superannuated ! 

Wur. Me!—I am dumb with astonishment ! 

Sir C. Consent at once to your niece’s marrying 
whom she pleases, or I'll break every bone in your 
body. 

Wur. What! 

Sir C. We are alone here. 

Wur. Well! 

Sir C. You are not strong. 

Wur. And would you take advantage of a 
feeble old man # 

Sir C. Ob, what, vou are old now, are you ? 

[Seizes him. 

Wur. Stay, Joe; you're a good lad, I believe. 

Sir C. I am. 

Wur. Brave. 

Sir C. Very. 

Wur. But rather— 

Sir C. Exactly. 

Wur. I consent to anything you wish. 

Sir C. Honor! 

Wur. Honor! there’s no resisting you. 
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Sir C. T know it. Now you must forbid those 
gentlemen thinking of her. 

Wur. But, my dear Joe, how can I? 

Sir C. ‘seizing him.| That’s your affair. 

Wur. Well, well, I promise—there. 

Sir C. Now you may go. 

Wur. There’s a good lad. [Aside.] The ras- 
cal! Pll trounce him for this. Good-bye, Joe. 

Sir C. Good-bye. [Ezit WURZEL, L., shaking 
his fist behind SIR CHARLES’ back.] Ungrateful 
girl! on whom I lavished riches-—-whom I loved! 
Now, indeed, I feel the lack of that existence 
which I thought I experienced when I was 
wealthy. 


Enter MARY, Seeing him, C. 
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Marz. Oh, my dear Joe, what an excellent idea 
it was to think of disinheriting those wretches. 

Sir C. Indeed! do you think so ? 

Mary. I saw you coming, and feared for your 
detection. Believe me, Joe, I will most jealously 
guard your fortune—- 

Sir C. P’ve no doubt. 

Mary. Till means can be found to restore it to 
you. You can now escape, and gain some foreign 
country—live free, free! 

Sir C. What! 

Mary. If I do not seem happy at the thought of 
your departure— 

Sir C. Why, Mary, did you understand, then, 
that I merely transferred my fortune to your 
hands for my own use ¢ 


Ss 


| 
Mary. Of course—but fly at once—leave mc— | 
Sir C. Say, before I go, that you love me. | 
Mary. Love you! 
Sir C. You do? | 
Mary. We shall be overheard. | 
Sir C. Then here I stop forever. | 
Mary. Well, then, I do. | 


Sir C. She loves me, she loves me! [Embraces 
her, and feels his pulse.] But you love me for my- 
self, not for dinners ? Ceara How could she— 
she never was at any of ’em! 

Mary. They are coming—what shall I do? they 
will expect me to choose a husband. 

Sir C. Very well, choose me. [She turns to 
him, he seizes her in his arms and kisses her. 


Re-enter SAVILLE, LEECH and FENNEL, L. 


Sav. Well, fair lady. 

Leech. Have you made vour choice? | 

All. [seeing SIR CHARLES embrace her.] Hollo! | 

Mary. Permit me, gentlemen, to introduce my 
future husband. 

Sav. Why, surely— . 

Leech. Tom! 

Sav. Leech ! 

Leech and Sav. It’s Sir Charles himself! 

Fen. The defunct! 

Sir C. Yes, gentlemen. 

Leech. Not dead ? 

Sir C. No, I am not, lucky for me; and if I ' 
were, I should consider it my imperative duty to 
revisit you. [LEECH and SAVILLE approach to 
shake hands.) Avaunt! Begone, vampires! | 

Fen. [crosses to him, c.) Sir Charles Cold- 
stream, excuse me—your position, when you were 
dead, was a most excellent one, but— 

Sir C. [aside.] The devil! I forgot the d——d 
blacksmith. 

Fen. But since you are alive— 


| 
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Sir C. But I am not! I'm dead—dead as a| Sir C. No, you don’t. [Rushes to trap, slams it 
door-nail—dead in law! on him, and sits on it.) Horrors accumulate on 


Fen. My duty is to secure your person. me. Oh, if thisis only the force of my imagination, 
Mary. Heavens! . I wish it would take another subject to amuse itself 
Sir C. What for? With. [LRONBRACE raises a trap, L. 
Fen, Additional evidence has been found] Jron. Shall I ever get out ot this? 

against you to-day. Sir C. Never. [Runs over and slams the trap 


Sir C. To-day! By whom ? down.) He has as many holes in the house as a 
Fen. By yourself. Listen: “ John Ironbrace | rabbit warren! 
was drowned on the 20th of August—” Iron. [raises trap in c.] Here’s another! 
Sir Cc. Well— Sir C. [slams it down.) Down!—down, perturb- 
Fen. On the 19th vou write in vour will: 64s) ed spirit!—the ground’s drilled like a cullender? 
it is more than probable that to-morrow—’ Tre-|What shall Ido? I only drowned one, after all, 
gret to state that you are in an awkward position. | not fifty—I’m on a voleano—an eruption of black- 
All. Oh! siniths! [Noise without, c.] Here comes the po- 
Sir C. Pve done it now, that’s certain—com-|lice—I won’t go—I won’t be taken—they shan’t 
mitted suicide in spite of nyself. remove me—I’m part of the fixtures. I'l stay 
Leech. But, Mr. Fennel, surely— here in spite of the universe. 


Fen. Gentlemen, I must trouble vou to clear 
e|denter WURZEL, SAVILLE, LEECH, FENNEL and 


the room; it shall be guarded until the arrival of : 
the Rural Police. Farmer Wurzel’s now gone for Mary, C. 
them. Mary. Where is he? where is Sir Charles? 
Mary. My dear Joe! Leech and Sav. Where is our dear friend ? 
Sir C. I am stunned. That d—d codicil! a] Wr. Sir Charles, my dear landlord, you are 
happy idea! free. 


Mary. And I have been the cause! But I will) Sir C. Free! 
save him still. [As she goes up, places c. table R.| Wur. Ironbrace is preserved. 
Fen. Come, madame. [EH reunt all but Sir| Sir C. Yes, in spirits. Euh! 
CHARLES COLDSTREAM atc. The dooris shut and| Wur. He is no more drowned than you are— 
bolted. see! [ Goes to lift trap, Cc. 
Sir C. It’s all over with me!—just as happiness| Sir C. Don’t—don’t! he’s there—I saw him—it’s 


- was at last within my grasp—I wish you a good |his ghost! 
~morning—it faded like a spectre from my arms.| Wur. His ghost? nonsense! I'll let him out, 


Poor Mary, ’tis for hersakeI suffer! Night is closing | dead or alive! 
in; I shall be left alone here; solitude is hateful [Lifts c. trap and TRONBRACE ascends. 
to me—since a certain event—especially in the| Tron. Alive, if it’s all the same to you. 

dark; then the spectre mses up before me—a| Sir C. Alive!—are you quite sure’ Let me 
candle end—a sad emblem! we shall last about|touch you—oh, by Jove, my good friend, you 
the time—unhappy analogy! is there no means of| have no idea how pleased I am to see you—gzive 
escape? none! Stay—surely—yes—I remember | me your hand. 

my old nurse, Mary’s mother, used to tell me| ron. There it is 


I’m glad enough to see you 


_ tales of this very house—the old Manor House—| alive, too, I can tell you. 


of the subterranean passages that were under-| Sir C. Are you pretty well? P’ve often thought 
neath the hall to conceal Jacobites in the rebel-!of you. [Aside.] Well, I thought it was very 
lion— the hall!—this must be it. [Searches about) dirty for a ghost. 
floor.) if I could hit on the entrance—stay, here; Leech. What happiness to recover our frieod. 
is something like—let’s try—ves, it moves—it is.| Sav. Joy! joy! [ They cross to him. 
[ Opens the trap, c.] How devilish dark and cold—j| Sir C. Joy, indeed, my good friends; and as I 
is anything but inviting—no matter, ’]] go down! am sure you would not like it to be incomplete, 
uninvited. [Goes down a step, and comes up| do me one favor. 
again.| YT tremble in every limb—the idea of a| Leech and Sav. Anything, my‘dear Sir Charles! 
blacksmith not knowing how to swim! it’s per-| Sir C. Never let me see your faces again. 
fectly ridiculous! [Exit down trap, c.) Help!| Leech and Sav. What? 
help! get out—ho! Cee are heard beneath. Leech. A man of no refinement ! 

Iron. Ha! dog! assassin! Oh, Lord! oh, dear!| Sav. A perfect brute! 
[After much confused noise, SIRCHARLES lifts up| Leech. Sir Charles, I have the honor—perhaps, 
the trap, leaps out, stamps it down and stands|when you feel bored with your own company, we 
on it. shall hear from you. 

Sir C. Oh, Lord! be’s there! I’ve seen him!—| Sur C. I promise that. 
l’ve seen his ghost! There was a rusty, smoky} Sav. We shall hear from him to-morrow. 
smell about it—I felt the ghost of his arm seize} Leech. To-day! 
me—I heard the ghost of his voice call me assas-| Sir C. Never! [Zo TRONBRACE.] And now, 
sin! through the dim twilight I saw his blue fea-| with the wisdom and good sense peculiar to Eng- 
tures glaring on me; and then we began just such; lshmen who have fought, I will explain:—I 
an internal waltz as that which preceded our last!never saw your wife in my life, till the moment 
water excursion—round we spun in the dark, un- | you found us together. 
til at last—oh, Lord! the thought! I dealt hima; ron. No! 
severe punch on the ghost of his head! Oh, fate!| Sir C. Consequently, vour fury was misdirected. 
What bast thou next in store for me ? Would vou know the proper object for your 

[IRONBRACE lifts a trap, BR. | vengeance? 
Iron, So, I'm out at last. Iron. I should—hammer and tongs! 
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Sir C. There hestands! [Points to LEECH, who are now repaid, thanks to the disinterested affec- 
runs off, L.] Don’t trouble yourself, he’s not tion of an ar tless girl. DVve found within this low- 


worth caring for. ly farm what [ve sought in vain amidst the dissi- 
Iron. Yow’re right; nothing’s worth caring for, | pation of Europe—a home. Yes, I’ve had a good 
I believe—the world’s a bad one. lesson—a man’s happiness, after all, lies within 


Sir C. Pshaw, man !—don’t talk nonsense ; the himself—with employment for the mind, exercise 
world’s a beautiful world, if people will but think | for the body, a domestic hearth, and a mind at 
so—isn’t it, Mary ? ease; there is-but one thing wanting to complete 

Mary. Yes; ‘but when people run too much his happiness—the approbation of his friends— 
after excitement, they may chance to get more; without which there is nothing in it. 
than they bargain for. | | 

sir C. Iam a living instance; but my sufferings, THE END. 


The Costumes are those of the present day. Irunbrace should wear a leather apron, and have his shirt sleeves rolled up. 


The present edition of the petite comedy of “ Used Up” is an excellent adaptation from the French of ‘' L'Homme Blasé,” by 
Charles Mathews, Esq., having been translated by that gentleman as well on account of its intrinsic merit, as for its peculiar fitness 
to his abilities for representing the hero of the piece, Sir Chartcs Coldstream. It is needless to say that he acted it to the very life. 

The character of Sir Charlex, excepting that as a matter of course it is somewhat exaggerated, is truthfully and beautifully drawn. 
The utter ennut of a man who, having no definite end in view but to kill time, has exhausted every source of pleasure and excitement; 
his mental inanity; his apparent physical imbecility, notwithstanding that on excitement he proves himself to be no unworthy boas er 
of being the favorite pupil of the veteran pugilist, Cribb; the voracivusness of his appetite in the second act, when he is compelled 
to assume the appearance and functions of a plowboy—are all depicted by the hand of a master. The part of Irunbrace, also, is 
very effective; whilst that of Mary portrays some of the finest qualities that belong to her sex. 

This piece was first produced in New York at the Olympic Theatre in October, 1846. Mr. Walcot, as Sir Charles, was, in the 
first act, in his element— Mathews himself could have desired nothing better; whilst Nickinson, as ZJronbrace, presented u portraiture 
of exceeding graphic accuracy. 

* Used Up” can scarcely fail to be oue of our most popular afterpieces, now that it has becu placed in the hands of the public. 
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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit.”—DR. JOHNSON. 
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NI y SOMEBODY: ‘silver ‘neath her light. Not a sound was to be 

AN Bd 4 ® heard, consequently all was quiet! Suddenly a 
sonorous voice exclaimed—” a 

AW Farce, im One Act. Fussell. (from house.| Where the devil is my 


comforter ? 
Amanda, [starting up.) Gracious, papa not 


BY CONWAY EDWARDES gone yet! 


foliage. The leaves of the trees glistened like 
| 


iso Fuss. [appearing on steps.| Now this is what I 
call provoking, annoying and excessively disagree- 
EDWARD CULLERNE. able. I can’t find my comforter! Where’s my 
—e comforter? [Coming down.] I wish to wear my 
CAST OF CHARACTERS. comforter. 
Phitharinonic Theatre, Landon, 1871. ; “a * 

Septimun Fussell. coccccccccecaneeeccccaues Mr. E. Marshall. Amanda. Why do you wish to air your com- 
Tresham. Tressleton. icc ceceseeees vecesesee  C,W. Norton, ,forter? I should think at this time of the year 

rR ee ee ee ee ees. ae Rae. you have no need of one. x 

CTPOTL, wc eer neseeee an reeseserecsnosence® “nA. e ° e e 

ANd tae tisn ie, 8 eel aa can ances: Miss Alice Mowbray,| Fuss. I never said_I wished to air it, but to 
SQFOUCULE Awhics sities ce evga cpane od 8 eaeees * Bessie Walters. | wear it. W E A R, wear, I T, it—wear it! 


| What an excessively foolish child you are; I can't 
D. lett hoor’ 2h serond Entrance. UB tpperEntranre: 4D. atade | BO All the way to tho rendezvous of the Anti- 
Center LG Lett Contre, &e The reader 19 supposed to be on the stage, uated Antelopes without my comforter—I should 
facing the audience. eatch a chill. I’m subject to chills. So again I 
iy si pe say, where’s my comforter ? 
ScENE.—The Back Garden of MR. FUSSELL’S Amanda. And Echo answers, ‘‘ Where ?” 
House. Fuss. Eh! I’m sure I didn’t hear Echo answer, 
““Where ?” but I have no hesitation in saying 
_Echo’s an idiot ; and if I could catch Echo ridicu- 
llously answering ‘‘ Where?” I should considerably 
Amanda. [sighing.) Heigho! nearly eight astonish Echo. Septimus Fussell demands his 
o'clock, I declare! [Looking at watch.| Tresham, comforter. 
I am afraid, will be late again. Amanda. [placing her arms round his neck and 
[Rising and coming forward. | kissing him.| Why, pappy dear, you've often said 
A ee ait ithat I’m your comforter. 
She only said, ‘My life is dreary ;, : 
He cometh not, she anid; Fuss. [kindly.] So you are, my dear, so you 
She sud, * Tam a-wenry, a-weary ; are. But you’re a sort of comforter that I don't 
I would that 1 were dead! like hanging round my neck; 80 perhaps vou'd 
[Crosses.] Why, oh, why does a remorseless pa-' permit me to disentangle? [Removes her hands.] 
rent suffer two loving hearts to pine in unconge- Thank’ee. But, my love, what are you loitering 
nial solitude? Why papa took such an inveterate in the garden for? You will catch a chill. 
dislike to Tresham [ can’t imagine. He has for-' Amanda. Oh! Ihave been reading this book. 
bidden him the house; but as he did not forbid Such lovely deseriptions of the beautiful country. 
him the garden, regularly twice a week Tresham. Ah! T wish vou would leave this smoky old place, 
comes here and flings himself at my feet, regard- and live in some truly rural spot, where we could 
less of the falling dew. To-night we shall meet. listen to the dickies “ warbling their native wood- 
What bliss! Directly papa has departed to at- notes wild,” and watch the early bird intent on 
tend the usual gathering of the Antiquated Ante- gathering the worm. 
lopes, Tresham, my own Tresham, will be at my, Fuss. Pooh! pooh! I repeat, with emphasis, 
tootsies, vowing eternal love! [Looking at watch.) pooh! What sense of security have you in a 
Just eight. How slowly the time passes! I will tooral-looral spot, as you call it?) Why, none: 
endeavor to while it away by reading some of Lady absolutely none. In a tooral-looral spot we might 
Foodleton’s last novel! [Seating herself.| Oh, it: be robbed, murdered and christened—I-—I mean 
is so interesting Suchaduckof ahero! Let me buried, and nobody any the wiser. 
see, Where was I? Oh, I know. [Reading.] “Lu-' Amanda. And so we may be in this “ Mighty 
na’s refulvent rays penetrated the umbrageous Babylon.” 


AMANDA, @ romantic young lady, seated in arbor, 
L., reading. 
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ONLY SOMEBODY. 


Fuss. Ridiculous! Nonsznse! Rubbish! Bosh ! 
Are we not under the protection of an active and 
intelligent police force? Certainly we are. Have 
we not neighbors on all sides? Certainly we have. 
Then look how I have secured this place. They 
say an Englishman’s house is his castle, and I 
flatter myself I have fortified my castle in a very 
complete manner. Look at those windows securely 
barred, as you perceive. Look at that door, firmly 
locked by a patent, double-action Chubb, and the 
key in my pocket. Again, look at that wall 
covered with— [Cat heard without.) Cats, by 
Jove! [Seizes the book from AMANDA’S hand, 
and throws it over the wall, L. 

Amanda. Oh, papa! You have thrown “ The 
Gay Deceiver ” through the greenhouse ! 

Fuss. And served “ The 
well right! Excuse my sudden ebullition of tem- 
per, it’s all the tault of that quadruped of the 
feline race. 


ray Deceiver” jolly ding. 
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not desert me. 
nevertheless, I think it’s time for me to start. 
{ Whistle repeated, FUSSELL greatly alarmed. 

Amanda. You have started already. 

Fuss. [R.] Pooh! don’t think I’m frightened— 
don’t think I’m frightened. Iwill prove I am not 
by requesting you to procure me my comforter, 
while I remain here alone—alone! 

[ Heroically. Crosses L. 

Amanda. Don’t you think you had better ac- 
company me? [Aside.] I fear to leave him in 
case Tresham should come. 

Fuss. Accompany you? Certainly not. [ Aside. ] 
It would look like a confession of weakness if I 
did. [Aloud.] Come, fly! 

Amanda. Very well, papa; I will do your bid- 
[Exit up steps into house. 

Fuss. There is some mystery here. Now that 
I am in solitude, I don’t mind owning that those 


If there is one thing more than | whistles terrify me—they terrify me much. I see 


I—I mean I will not desert you; | 


another that I abominate, it is a cat. 

old Mrs. Tomkins’ favorite Tom. 

the voice of the charmer. I should know that cious robberies in this neighborhood. What if 

cat’s unmelodious ‘ molrow” anywhere. That this house, number twenty-seven and a half Par- 

cat has times out of number purloined delicacies adise Square, Pimlico, should be marked out as 

designed for my breakfast, dinner, tea or SUPPE Ty Ue next object of their lawless depredations ? 
| 


That was by the newspapers that a gang of burglars have for 


as the case may be; and I feel morally convince 
that unless Mrs. Tomkins takes active measures terrific, whichever you please. But I will be pre- 
for that cat’s preservation, by limiting the area of | pared ! 


serious injury. I don’t say I will shoot that cat—_|struggle—not if he is aware of it ; danger develops 


I recognized some time past been committing the most attro- | 


The thought is terrifically horrific—or honrifically | 


Septimus Fussell, the virtuous Vice of | 
that cat’s perigripations, I—I shall do that cat a! the Antiquated Antelopes, will not die without a — 


Amanda. Pa! 

Fuss. Beg pardon, my dear, quite forgot. 
not say I will put a bullet through that cat’s head, 
because it is more than possible I should be un- 
able to accomplish the feat; but some day that 
cat will find a banquet cunningly prepared, and 
when that cat partakes of it, the probabilities are 
that that cat will find himself exceedingly unwell. 
[A low whistle heard, FUSSELL starts.) What’s 
that? Surely Mrs. Tomkins has never taught her 
Tom the disgusting stable practice of whistling ? 

Amanda. [aside.) It must be Tresham. [To 
FUSSELL.] Papa, dear, will you not stop the 
meeting of the Antiquated Antelopes if you do 
not hurry? [Aside.] And stop my meeting too. 

Fuss. Quite right, Amanda, quite right. Meet- 
ings and appointments must be kept. 

Amanda. 1 am decidedly of your opinion. 

Fuss. AManda, my love, do not be nervous 
during my absence. Never give way to nervous- 
ness. Do you know, Amanda, last night I thought 
I heard a most peculiar noise in the lower regions 
of the house. I immediately descended to those 
lower regions, armed with my trusty life preserver 
and a Colt. 

Amanda. A Colt? 

Fuss. A Colt’s revolver. [Mysteriously.] On 
arriving at the kitchen, I listened and— 

Amanda. [anxiously.| You heard nothing ? 

Fuss. On the contrary, I heard something. I 
heard a low—not to say vulgar whistle, which ap- 
peared to me to proceed fron the garden, and 
sounded to my ear something like— [A whistle 
heard, FUSSELL starts violently.| Exactly! that 
was the very sound ! 
dreadfully alarming ! 

Amanda. Oh, papa, in all probability it was 
only somebody— 

Fuss. [timid'y.] Y’ve not the slightest doubt 


of it. Amanda, my child, keep close to me—do. 


a man’s qualities, so I will screw my courage to 


I do ‘the sticking plaster—I mean sticking place—and 


boldly examine the lock of this door! [Goes to 
garden gate, C., and minutely inspects it. 
Enter SARABELLA from lower door of house. 


Sarabella. What a worrit it is, to be sure, about 
master’s comforter. Here have I been a-hunting 


all over the house for it along with Miss Amanda, | 


when I ought to be meeting my Bloggins at the 
corner of the square. [Sees FUSSELL, who has 
his back towards her.) Ah! what do I see? Why, 
if Bloggins hasn’t been and climbed over the wall! 
Tired o’ waiting, no doubt, poor dear. Ill surprise 
him, and give him a good hug. [ Walks stealthily 
towards FUSSELL, and throws her arms around 
his neck.] Wve got you! 
Fuss. (struggling.) Help, help! garroters! 
thieves! murder! fire! [Falls on his face, i. c. 
Sara. Hush! don’t be stupid! People will hear 
ou! 
‘ Fuss. I devoutly hope people will. 
begone! avaunt! 
[Kicks frantically. SARABELLA releases him. 
Sara. [discovering her mistake. | Lawks-a- 
daisy! Here’s a pretty kettle of fish! 


Away! 


master! I'll bolt. [Runs into house. 
Fuss. [looking up.) Gone? This is a go! [Ris- 

wng.| Iam perfectly astounded! What an eflect 

my cool demeanor must have had upon the san- 


guinary ruffiian. It was evidently one of the gang. | 


I am so delighted with myself that I could dance 


Dear, dear, this is getting | for 1oy. Nothing could frighten me now—nothing! 


Amanda. [appearing on steps with comforter in 
her hand.| Here’s the— 

Fuss. [cowering and hiding his head.| Police! 

Amanda. {coming down.] What on earth is the 
matter? 


PEPOREOEREFEFEHHHEEESEEEEEEEEEOEEEHEEEEHOEEDEDEEHEEEESESSEHPFESOOLOSESEEHEFFES EHF EEFEFE SHES? 


I thought - 
it was Bloggins, and I was about to embrace the | 
opportunity, and here I have been embracing | 
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Fuss. [recognizing her.) Matter? Nothing!) 
Ha, ha, ha, ha! I was merely enjoying myself— | 
merely enjoying myself—that’s all. [Sings.] La, . 
la, la, tra la laddie ! | 

Amanda. [R.] What has come to you, papa? | 

Fuss. My dear, I can’t exactly say what came 
to me. 

Amanda. Why, you positively tremble. 

Fuss. Then it must be with joyful emotion. I' 
feel full of spirits, although, ’pon my word, I have 
not tasted a drop. Singular, isn’t it? Tra, la, la! 

[Dancing about. 

Amanda. What are you bounding about in that , 
eccentric manner for? 

Fuss. Bound? Why shouldn’t I bound if I like 


says he, ‘‘Bloggins, you are a hass,” and out he 
goes. 

Sara. Bless you, that ain’t nothin’! Why, I 
asked old Fussell this mornin’ what he’d have for 
breakfast. ‘‘Oh,” he said, ‘boil me a couple of 
revolvers, and I'll have a few patent screw-fasten- 
ers on toast.” It’s all along o’ his nerves. 

Blog. 1 s’pose it are. 

Sara. Why, the other night he knocks at my 
bedroom door, and says quietly, ‘‘Sarabella.” 

Blog. Ob, he did, did he? Wicked old sinner! 

Sara. Now, don’t you get nervous too, Bloggins. 
‘‘Sarabella,” says he, ‘don’t speak, but come 
down-stairs with me—I can’t remember locking 
the kitchen door.” Well, down we goes to the 
kitchen, when a great cat rushes between his legs, 


+ 


it? Irepeat, why shouldn’t I bound? Am I not 
an Antiquated Antelope? Very well, then. Now, |and a black beetle ran over his toes,and upstairs 
I must away to the gay and festive scene, the|he scampered, leavin’ me a laughin’. [BLOGGINS 
halls of dazzling light, as says the poet. Ta, ta!|laughs. TRESHAM heard singing without. 

my tiddlekins; ta, ta! Make yourself comfortable.| Blog. A voice! Sarabella, have I a rival in 
I'll send a policeman to watch the house during| your affections? [Louwdly.] If so, let me get at 
_ my absence, s0 you will be well taken care of. him—let me get at him! [Goes round R. SARA- 
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Amanda. Oh, I have no doubt I shall have pro- 
tection enough. Come along, pa, dear, and Ill 
brush your hat and open the door for you. 

Fuss. You're an angel in petticoats, my love! 
Tra, la, lal [Exeunt up steps and into house. 
Whistle. BLOGGINS looks over the wall. 

Bloggins. I wonder where Sarabella is? She 
generally opens the— [Pricking himself with 
gliss.] Bottles! She generally opens the garden 
gate when she can’t come to the corner of the 
square; but this evening the door is shut, and— 
[Pricking himself.| Dash the bottles! Sarabclla 
is not here; she promised to— Blow the bottles! 
She promised to mect me at eight o’clock sharp. 
But she isn’t here sharp; in fact, the only thing 
sharp here is this broken glass. Here have I 
been wandering about like an old bottle—I mean 


hoarse. [ Whistles.) Sarabella! Sarabella! be- 
hold your— 


Enter SARABELLA from lower door in house. 


Sara. Bloggins! 

Blog. [dropping over into garden.] Yes, it’s 
your Bloggins, or what’s lett of him. Look at my 
trousers! [Shows clothes much torn.) All through 
those confounded bottles. Sarabella, embrace 
your bottle—I mean your Bloggins. 

[They embrace. 

Sara. [R. c.] Master’s gone, so we can have a 
nice chat as usual. Masters and missuses never 
think servants ought to have followers, do they, 
Blogging? And yet they like them themselves, 
don’t they, Bloggins ? 

Blog. [squeezing her.| Of course they do. 

Sara. ?m sure Miss Amanda is always talking 
about bein’ a-weary and wishin’ of herself dead ; 
she’d like a follower, wouldn't she, Bloggins? Ah! 
we are all lable to the tender passion, ain’t us, 
Bloggins ? 

Blog. Sarabella, I feel we is. 

Sara. I don't know what’s coming to my master, ; 
I’m sure. ! 

Blog. And I’m sure I don’t know what’s coming . 
to my master, Mr. Tressleton. It was only t’oth- | 
er evening he savs to me, ‘“Bloggins,” says he, 
“Tam pining away with love; I eat nothing,” he 
says. “Don’t vou?” savs I; “how about your 


! 
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beetle, in a hollow tree, and have whistled till I’m 
| 


BELLA pulls him towards arbor ; they sit; upper 
door of house ts opened, and FUSSELL looks 
cautiously out; he carries an cnormous blunder- 
buss. 

Fuss. (quietly.| I distinctly heard a whisper! 

Sara. tr arbor.) Unkind Bloggins, you know I 
am all yours. 

Fuss. I started on my way to join the Antiqua- 
ted Antelopes, but my fears for the safety of this 
establishment caused me to pause in my wild ca- 
reer, and I wended my way home again. Un- 
known to Amanda, I will hover around and pro- 
tect her. The British lion is roused within my 
breast. I and my blunderbuss are both well 
primed, and I feel that I could do a desperate 
deed. [TRESHAM sings eithout, “Oh, would I 
were a bird.”) There’s some maniac wishing he 
were a bird! Well, if he were, I don’t suppose 
he’d like it. Fancy being perpetually on the hop. 
[TRESHAM whistles.) What wasthat? I—I think 
V’ll retire for the present—not that I’m afraid 
dear me, no! I merely withdraw for a strategic 
reason. [Retires from door, closing it. 

Sara. [to BLoGGiIns.) Didn’t you heara noise? 
If master should have returned, our little garden 
party is at an end. 

Blog. Hush! [They both look cautiously round | 
side of arbor. Stage gets a little darker. TRESH- 
AM taps at the gate, and sings, ‘‘Come into the 
garden, Maud.” 

Sara. Ah! 

Blog. That sounds uncommonly like my master’s 
voice. [AMANDA heard answering from within, 
“For the black bat night has flown.” 

Sara. And that sounds uncommonly like my 
young missus’ voice. Bloggins, hide, or all will 
be discovered. 

Blog. Hide? Yes, but where? [Runs across R., 
looks into water-butt. SARABELLA opens top of 
dust-bin, BLOGGINS gets in; as SARABELLA 1s 
about to erit, he beckons her back and kisses her ; 
she then qoes into house by lower door ; the upper 
door opens and AMANDA comes down into garden. 

Tresh. [sings outside. ] 


“Come into the garden. Maud, 
Vw here at the gute alone.” 


Amanda. Is that you, Tresham? 
Tresh. Yes, I believe it is. Are you going to 
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ovster supper other night?” And then he says, | keep me out here all the evening? 
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- there. 


Amanda. Papa has taken the key, so you must 
get over. 

Tresh. But I can’t. — 

Amanda. But you must. Never mind the bro- 
ken bottles, dear, think of the romance of the 
thing. 

Tresh. Yes, that’s all very well; but I shall he! 
sure to think of the bottles, and not the romance. 

Blog. [lifting up lid of dust-bin.] Think of the 
bottles! My wigs, he’ll feel ’em too! 

Amanda. Did you speak, dear? 

Tresh. [getting upon wall.) No. 

Amanda. Then it must have been the wind 
sighing amongst the verdant trees. What a time 
you are getting over! Do haste to your own 
Amanda! 

Tresh. [cutting himself with glass.) Oh! 

Amanda. Tresham, what are you stopping on 
the wall for? Have you no feeling? 

Tresh. bgerting into garden.| Well, yes, I un- 
questionably have. [Pulling piece of glass from 
his trousers.) I hope your respected parent does 
not always intend to carry the key of the garden 
gate about with him, for scaling the wall is decid- 
edly unpleasant. 

Amanda. But it is decidedly romautic. 

Tresh. By-the-bye, there is no fear of Mr. Fus- 
sell turning up yet, is there? 

Amanda. Oh, no! he is safe with the Antelopes 
for another two hours. [They go intoarbor, L. 


a Te ee eee 


Enter FUSSELL, with blunderbuss ; he looks ner- 
vously round, then comes forward. 


Fuss. I don’t know how it is, but I can’t rest 
peacefully, so I have come to take a turn in the 
garden, and see if any one is lurking about. 

Blog. (looking from dust-bin.| Oh, lor: ob, lor! 
another of ’em! How shall I escape? 

Fuss. [as BLOGGINS closes the lid with a slight 
noise.) What was that? ’Pon my word, this is 
anything but pleasant! Fussell, my boy, don’t be 
chicken-hearted. What could the noise have been, 
though? I think I'd better hide somewhere, and 


, then if I should see any one about, I can rush 


from my place of concealment and “hide” him. 
Let me see, where shall I go? Ha! the dust-bin! 

Blog. [from dust-bin.] I’m a gone coon! 

Fuss. No! On second thoughts I won’t go 
I'll go into the summer-house. No! On 
third thoughts, I think I’d better not, as probably 
that arbor may harbor a villain of the deepest 
ee dye. I—Tll crouch behind the water- 

utt, it’s safer. [ Hides. 

Tresh. Amanda, love, what is the reason your: 
papa objects to mv paying my addresses to you? 

Amanda. Because he says you pay nothing else. 
He heard you were dreadfully in debt. 

Tresh. A mistake, a mistake! Iam well off. 

Blog. [looking out.] I wish I was well off, too. 

[ Rettres. 

Tresh. Then my family is equal to his. 

Amanda. [astonished.| Your family, Tresham ? 

Tresh. I mean my family connections. 

A manda. beled Oh! 

Fuss. (peeping. thought I saw a voice. 


Perhaps it would be advisable to discharge my ready for active service. 


deadly weapon. Yet no! it might not be well to 
discharge this old and trusty servant. It hap- 
pens to have been loaded for the last six months 
with worms—I—I mean slugs. It’s rather chilly 
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here. A thimbleful of brandy would not be unac- 
ceptable. [Takes out flask and drinks. 

Amanda. [showing TRESHAM her hat.) Do you 
think it’s neat, Tresham? 

Blog. [looking out and watching FUSSELL 
dvinkeng A I shouldn’t wonder if it was neat. | 

Tresh. Yes, it’s very pretty. 

Fuss. [smacking his lips.) Ah! I feel consider- 
ably re-invigorated. I am quite another man. 

Blog. {aside.] I wish J was another man. 

Fuss. Who cares for thieves? Not I! I placid- 
ly invite them to appear. [At this moment 
BLOGGINS bobs down, and the lid of the dust-bin 


slams; FUSSELL yells, and fires his blunderbuss 


in the air; AMANDA screams, and clings to 
TRESHAM.] Hooray! I heard a scream. I won- 
der if I have annihilated anybody? Let me com- 
mence a search for the bleeding corse. Ill look 
outside, perhaps the shot went through the key- 


hole. [Opens gate, peeps round, and goes cautious- | 


ly out. 

Amanda. 
Papa has returned! What is to be done? 

Tresh. Let me see you safely indoors, my pet. 

Amanda. But you will promise me then to 
escape at once, won't you, dear? For if papa saw 
you here, our hopes would be forever blighted. 

Tresh. I promise. 

Amanda. Swear. 

Tresh. Dam’me! | 

Amanda. Then farewell. [Exit into house. 

Tresh. [pacing stagc.] I am determined this 
sort of thing shall not continue. I shall send 
Bloggins with a note, to-morrow morning. 

Blog. No, you don’t, though! 
me near this house again, not if I knows it. 

oe lid. 

Tresh. Yes, Bloggins shall decidedly take Fus- 


sell a note, requesting an interview at his earliest | 


convenience, and then I'll boldly ask his daugh- 
ter’s hand. Now I must keep my promise to 
Amanda, and escape. [Opens gate.] Confound it! 
Here’s the old boy coming back as if a regiment 
of cavalry were in hot pursuit. I must again seek 
the friendly shelter of the arbor. [ Hides. 
Enter FUSSELL, hurriedly, clutching the blunder- 
buss by the barrel; he hastily closes the door, 
but leaves the key in the lock. 

Fuss. This is dreadfully alarming! Number 
twenty-seven and a half Paradise Square is evi- 
dently forsaken by the minions of the law. I 
wish I could see an active and intelligent officer 
about; but, curious to relate, not one is to be 
found! Not asingle one—or a marricd one either, 
for that matter. On reaching the end of the 


Square I perceived a figure looming in the dis- | 


tance; and as valor is the better part of discre- 


tion—I—I mean discretion being the better part . 


of a policeman. No, I mean—well, never mind 


what I mean. Anyhow, I retreated, and am once | 
Death to the man . 
I—I think another nip of bran- | 
Stay, my murderous | 
[Pulls | 


more within my own domain. 
who enters here. 
dy would be advisable. 
weapon is yet unloaded—I will load it. 
powder flask from his pocket, but pours brandy by 
mistake down the muzzle.) There! Now it is 
[Places spirit flask on 
dust-bin, and returns to examine the garden. 
Blog. {taking flask.) Holloa! The old codger 
has left his flask. [Drinks.] I drink to my speedy 
release. [Replaces flask and shuts lid. 
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Fuss. I never drank my brandy, after all.: 
[Finds flusk empty.] Eh? gone! Why, the flask 
must leak. [Seats himself on top of dust-bin; 
BLOGGINs groans, and FUSSELL leaps off with a 
smothered shriek.| Ob, dear, dear me, this is 
dreadfully alarming! ‘There is one of the desper- 
adoes in my dust-bin! What shall Ido? Where 
shall I fly ? 

Blog. [lifts up lid.] I can’t stand it no longer ; 
I’m nearly smothered. 

Fuss [leveling blunderbuss.| Had there is the 
Jack-in-the-box! [Rushes at BLOGGINS, and with 
a great effort pushes him down, and bangs the lid, 
Jastening him in.| There is yet time to escape! 
But how? Ah, I have it! To the water-butt! 
[ Reshes to water-butt, and clambers on the top; 
while ascending the shoot, which runs up the side 
of the house, he loses his hold and tumbles into the 
water-butt; splash heard. 

Tresh. [coming from arbor.] Now is my time! 
Old Fussell, always getting into hot water, has 
tried cold tor a change; so now for flight. [Opens 
the gate, standing behind it, so that he is not seen 
Jrom the outside. A POLICEMAN is Standing in the 
doorway; TRESHAM, on perceiving him, again 


_ retreats to arbor; POLICEMAN ©0.ne; into garden; 


he has a bull’s-eye lantern. 

Policeman. From information I have received— 
I mean from a figure I saw carrying some descrip- 
tion of fire-arms—TI have come to the conclusion, 
after mature consideration, that something’s hup; 
and something being hup, it behoves me to see 
what that something are. I must examine the 
premises. [Looks about; TrESHAM comes from 
the arbor, and quietly makes for the door, dodging 
POLICEMAN, who knocks up against him; TRres- 
HAM bonnets him, and runs back to the arbor; 
FUSSELL appears trying to extricate himself from 
water-butt; POLICEMAN sees him, crosses, and 
clutches him by the wig, which comes off. 


— 


siognomy. He looks well known to the police, 
don’t he, general? 

Police. [seizing BLOGGINS.] Come on! 

Enter SARABELLA from lower door. 

Sara. [starting.] What dolsee! [Advancing. ] 
It’s all a mistake. That is my follower, Bloggins! 

Blog. [whimpering.] Yes, please, sir. 

Tresh. {coming forward from arbor.| There is 
some slight error here, I fancy. I know this man, 
he is my servant. 

Fuss. [recognizing TRESHAM.] What dol see! 
Mr. Tresham Tressletou, cf Twitterly Terrace ? 

Tresh. [bowing.| The same. 

Fuss. [angrily.| Then, Mr. Tresham Tressle- 
ton, of Twitterly Terrace, you ought to be hanged, 
drawn and quartered for having such a servant. 
What business have you trespassing on my premi- 
ses? [Zo POLICEMAN.] Generallissimo, I give 
this man in charge—take him, or, as you play ful- 
ly put it, “run him in.” 

Amanda. [coming down steps.) Never! [Cross- 
es to TRESHAM, L. C.] Never shall it be said that 


Tresham Tressleton was polluted by the touch of | 


a minion of the law. 
Sara. Law! 
Amanda. T am sorry to have disobeyed you, 
papa, but Tresham came this evening to see me. 
Sara. And Bloggins came here to see me. 
Fuss. oe Jrom one to the other.| A nice 
little garden party, upon my word. [POLICEMAN 
goes off at back.] And is this what you are in the 
habit of doing when I am with the Antiquated 


Antelopes ? 
Amanda. Yes, please, pa. 
Sara. together. i Yes please, sir. 
Fuss. Very pretty! [To TreEsHAM.j However, 


young man, since you have generously come to the 
rescue of your rascal there, ask any boon you like, 
and it is yours. 

Tresh. There is only one thing I want, that is 


Fuss. [slruggling.}. Unhand me. knave, or I; your Amanda. 


will summon the assistance of a policeman. 

Police. [dragging him forward.| Will you now? 
Don’t trouble, ’cos one of the force is already 
present. 

Fuss. What, a policeman? [ Violently embrac- 
ing him.| Bless you! bless you! You area noble 
creature, and I shall make it a point to bestow on 
you a handsome present. 

[Wringing him by the hand. 

Police. I don’t take no bribes, so come along. 

Fuss. Funny man! You have a great mind. 
Allow me to shake you by the hand once more. 
[ He dues so.) 'Thank’ee. You have a great mind 
—a very great mind. 

Police. T have a very great mind to run you in. 

Tresh. [aside.) This becomes exciting. 

Fuss. Run me in? Iam not arobber, lama 
gentleman. It’s true—release me, do, dear Mr. 
Policeman, esquire! I was about to y— 

Police. Yes, trom me. 

Fuss. Not at all! I love you, policeman; I love 
all the noble defenders of our hearths and homes! 
I was tlyving from a bloodthirsty villain, who is 
even now in my snutf-box—I—I mean dust-box. 

Polive. Walker! 

Fuss. I don’t know what may be his name; 
but come with me—don’t be frightened, general, 
I will protect you. [They unfasten the dust-bin, 
Gnd pull out BLOGGINS, limp and exhausted. } 
That’s the reptile! I recognize his repulsive phy- 


Fuss. [looking about.| My what ? 

Tresh. Your daughter. 

Fuss. Oh! [Crossing Lt.) Tressleton, consider 
imy wife your daughter—I should say, my daugh- 
ter vour wife. Bless you! [ Crosses to C. 

Blog. Forgiveness appears general; may we 
[indicating SARABELLA and himself] be included ? 

Sara. [curtseys.] Please, sir, we couldn't help 
it; human nature, sir. 

Fuss. (blandly.] Yes, Sarabella, | am yours—I 
—I mean you are mine. No, no! I mean he is 
yours. [Joining their hands.) Take her, Bloggins, 
be happy. Bless you, my children. And now 
there is nothing wanting to complete our felicity 
but the approbation of— 

Amanda, Oh, papa, do say something new: 

Fuss. Oh, hang it, I can’t do it! Some of you 
had better try. 

Tresh. Go ahead! If you come to grief, they 
will only laugh at your mistortune. 

Fuss. [brightening.| Laugh at my misfortunes? 
That’s just the thing—I hope they will. [Zo audi- 
ence.]| Ladies and gentlemen, please to laugh at 
‘my misfortunes for any number of nights. I as- 
sure you there’s nothing I shall like better; for if 
my mishaps have been a source of amusement to 
you, I shall be perfectly content, although you 
must own, to a nervous individual like myself, 
they were DREADFULLY ALARMING. 

THE END. 
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